Day #180


Tomorrow is the first day of summer, and I’m so excited! I just HAD to get a new journal to celebrate. I can’t wait to see where he goes. His daily routine will be all from his home now, so I’ll have to bring even more food then before in my backpack. I don’t know what I’m going to do when I run out of food, though. I don’t want to miss a single second!

He’s drawing something again. I’ll try to find out what it is once he’s away from it.

He went to the bathroom, and it’s basically a free day today again, so I just walked up and took it. It’s a drawing of him at the park, under some trees shading him from the sun. It’s so beautiful. I took a picture of it, and set it back on his desk. I’ll print it out on my mobile printer later.

The hallway walk was normal. Nothing different. Today, he ate peanut butter and jelly again. It’s the final one of the year, I hope he’s savoring it! It looks like he is.

I paid Becky to steal one of his apples when he wasn’t looking. I almost wanna hold onto it forever and not eat it, but it’s just too tempting. I already ate it.

He’s using the bathroom again, which is odd.

I followed him to the doors, and I didn’t hear him. Once I heard his footsteps, I sprinted back to my seat. Maybe he just had to use it again.

He threw away one of his drawings in class again. I eagerly got it out of the garbage when he wasn’t looking. It was a drawing of a beautiful waterfall. “Niagara Falls.” Is he planning to visit there? It’s near the school, so hopefully. I’m so glad I get to keep a hand-drawn paper again, it’s been three long days without one. Adding it to the collection.

All of the other classes have been boring, but that doesn’t matter. School is almost over. I feel like I’m going to scream.

By boring, I meant boring for him. I didn’t mean to disrespect him like that.

School’s over. He’s getting on the bus, and I sat in the seat right behind him. I know it’s risky, but I couldn’t help it. My smile is so wide. He makes my blood flow so fast. I feel like it just wants to burst out of my skin.

He got off the bus, and I followed, but not too close. I don’t wanna get caught on the first day. Maybe he’ll catch me afterwards. I wanna see how embarrassed he looks. God, I want that. Right now, I’m sitting behind a tree. I can see a window in his living room. He’s watching TV, like he usually does. The difference now is, I can sleep next to him. I can sleep on his property. Even if it isn’t in his house yet, I know he’s close. No more sleepless nights without him.

I started to eat my bag of Goldfish. I made sure to get a lot of the ones he likes, even if they aren’t my favorite. When I was eating them, a squirrel was trying to get one. I tried to shoo it away, but it wouldn’t leave. Maybe if I run out of food, I can eat it.

He’s gone, I don’t know where he is. Maybe in the bathroom, but I thought he would be out of there by now, and I didn’t hear the flush that I usually do. It’s getting late, maybe he’s sleeping early. Does that mean I should sleep, or should I watch him all night?




Day #181


I fell asleep because of exhaustion, and I slapped myself in the face because of it. Also, a squirrel or something stole my bag of Goldfish. I’m going to stab it.

I see him. He’s in the living room again. Now he’s texting someone. I need to prepare if he’s driving somewhere.

I was going to text Becky that I needed more food, but my phone is dead. I probably left a YouTube video playing last night. I also just realized that I don’t have a charger, unlike at school. And I don’t have a change of clothes. I only have this stupid school outfit, and a pair of clothes underneath it for emergencies.

I saw the squirrel, and I killed it. I stabbed it too many times for it to be edible, so I threw it into the road.

He just went to the bathroom. I heard the flushing this time. Now he’s going outside. He’s in his truck. I’m panicking.

I just got in the back. He didn't notice. I don’t know what came over me. I’m fine, there’s enough room to move around in the back. There’s also a lot of air, obviously. At least he doesn’t have a car, so I don’t have to get in his trunk or anything.

He’s at some house I’ve never seen before. It looks like the lights are flashing like crazy. Should I go in? What the hell do I do?

----------

“Hey, Yannah, what’s up? Didn’t expect to see you here, you never go to any parties!” She said.
“Yeah, haha, I, uh, just wanted to change it up?” I said.
“Cool, cool.”
A pause.
“There’s drinks here, just don’t tell the cops.” She whispered with a wink.
“Gotcha.” I said, slowly walking away.

----------

I guess I’m at a party? I left my backpack on the back of his truck, so that’s good. I also took off my school uniform. Now I’m wearing my only other pair of clothes.

I see him on the couch. He’s s-

Somebody asked me to have a seat and have a drink, and I did. Now I’m sitting right next to him. I’m so nervous. I feel like I’m going to have a heart attack.

----------

“Oh, you’re Yannah, right?” He asked.
“Y-yeah.” I said, my heart melting at my name coming out of his mouth.
“Cool. What’s up?” He asked.
“Not much.” I replied.
“Honestly, same. Wanna have a drink?” He asked.
“Oh, I just had one.” I replied.
“Two drinks won’t kill you.” He replied.
“I guess not.” I said.

----------

I’ve never gotten drink before. I don’t know if it bad to around him. I try to write. More.

----------

“You’re so hot.” I said.
“Me?” He said, very surprised.
“I’ve wanted to say that for months.” I admitted, unable to control myself.
“Why’s that?” He asked.
“You...you draw so many things...I collect them, and I love...them.” I said.
A pause.
“You...collect them?” He questioned.
“I have them in your truck.” I said, walking towards them.

I grabbed out the album of his drawings, and brought it back. He started to flip through it, and went red. His friends around him were laughing, but he wasn’t.

“What the fuck?” He said, looking up at me, very embarrassed.
“Pretty cool, right?” I asked.
“I threw this one in the garbage.” He said, holding up the drawing of Niagara Falls.
I laughed, and started to blush myself.
“I’m so committed.” I said, rubbing my arm.

His friends weren’t laughing anymore. They could see the disturbed look in his eyes. It was very intense.

“What else do you do, stalker?” He asked.
“Follow you everywhere.” I said, in a whisper, getting close to him.

He pushed me away, and I fell onto the table. Everyone turned to look at him, and he quickly panicked, and reached out a hand to help me up. That made everyone look away, and think it was an accident. The look in his eyes changed from disturbed to guilty. His heart was very sensitive, that we both knew. He clearly didn’t mean to make me fall, he just snapped.

“I...you…” He said, and then sighed.

He paused for a moment, thinking of what to say, and then saw my journals. He read the title of both of them, which read “The Daily Life of an Angel” and “TDLoaA: Part 2”

The next thing I knew, they were in his hands. He read a few of the pages in silence, and then ran into the bathroom and puked.





Day #182




I took back one of the journals without him knowing. I’m in his room right now, but he doesn’t seem very happy. He told me the only reason I was here is because I was too drunk, and so I didn’t run off. I don’t know why he thinks I would leave him.

----------

He walked back into the room, and looked at me, sighed, looked away, and then looked back.

“Listen...I know you care about me, but could you please just do it in a less creepy way?” He asked.
“I...uh…” I stammered.
“I thought this would happen...the only way you can talk to me is when you’re drunk, isn’t it?” He asked.

A pause.

“You know why I drew that picture of Niagara Falls?” He asked.

Another pause.

“That’s probably for the best.” He said, turning away from me.

The mood was tense. I couldn’t even smile. I thought I would be happy around him, I thought he would be impressed with me, or even flattered...but he wasn’t.

“Why can’t you just talk to me, and tell me you care about me? You know how long I’ve wanted that?” He said, loudly.

My voice was seemingly missing. I couldn’t talk.

“Maybe I’m being a jerk. You were probably part of an abusive relationship or something. Maybe you’re just scared.” He said to himself.

I felt the chills, very suddenly. My brain seemed to shudder at those words. It felt like a locked door was trying to be pried open.

“Is that true?” He asked me, looking me in the eyes now.

Tears started to come flooding out of mine, along with many, many memories.





Day #186


I got a new journal. I’m going to therapy. I’m starting to gain the courage to talk to him again, and he actually likes me. I’m just so...happy. I never realized why I acted the way I did. He’s letting me stay with him. He’s so nice, and I realize now that I don’t deserve this, and he doesn’t deserve to be obsessed over.

He admitted to me that he was feeling down. He said he was having so many emotions when he pushed me, he just felt creeped out, and relieved. He’s just so, so glad somebody cares about him. He feels he has a purpose now.

I don’t wanna write too much today, because I’m still trying to get better, but I think I’m going to be fine, and that makes me so happy. I’ll stop now, and I’ll write some more later. Goodbye for now.
